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th e  h o u r  o f  p e a c e .

üpoa the doorstone sat the wife,
The tw'J'-GUi fallinj,

And f.r below the whippoorwills 
Were softly calling.

The sweet winds dropped upon their way 
Their honeyed plunder.

And slow and clear the night built up 
Its house of wonder.

Within the child dreamed deep, and saw 
Tour angels keep ng

Their gentle watch with drooping wings 
About his sleeping.

While singing from the steep below, 
Where shadows slumbered.

Her true love climbed, and In his heart 
His treasures numbered.

And sighing faintly to herself 
With purest pleasure.

life  brimming at her lips to full 
Overflowing measure.

She marveled if the happy earth,
This summer even.

Were not the paved work laid before 
The courts of Heaven.

And yet a cold wind from the cloud 
To snatch in blowing

The little breath between the lips 
So ltghtlv flowing;

A pebble underfoot where sheer 
The rock descended—

Ah, Fate! What slender chances held 
Her heaven suspended I

—Harper's Bazar.

AN OUTLAW’S HEROINE.

Together They P erish ed  on the  
G reat W estern  D esert.

Manalillo was only a  collection of 
adobe huts, huddled under th e  eye of 
the burning sun, in the  m idst of the 
burning' Arizona d ese rt 

Maybe it  had been there  an hundred 
years— maybe tw ice th a t  tim e—for its 
annals were w rit only in the  sands of 
the wide, brow n plain, and th a t  which 
is w ritten  there to-day the wind cover- 
cth. to-morrow.

h u t presently  the railroad came, and 
with it signs of development. A ranch 
man gathered  up the nucleus of a flock 
ui sheep; some m iners outfitted and 
went prospecting in the m ountains; a 
fellow who had some sm a tte rin g  of 
science w ent oft by him self in to  the 
heart of the  Apache country, and 
came back w ith opals, rich w ith  
strange fire.

These, and others like them, came to 
look upon M analillo as th e ir base for 
supplies; the place grew in im portance; 
people from a fa rth er d is tric t began to 
come h ither, and many riders, in fan 
tastic  dress, were seen upon the streets.

Some of these riders it  would have 
been difficult to classify. They were 
certain ly  neither ranchm en nor miners. 
I t  m ight no t have been a  serious m at
te r  to  call them  gam blers. Some of 
them were more than  suspected of hav
ing helped to “h o ld u p ” the F o rt Stah- 
ton stage on occasion; more th an  one 
rode a horse for w hich he had never 
exchanged an eq u iv a len t 
. In  the terse vernacu lar of the sou th 
west, they  were sim ply “bad m en.”

I t was because th is portion  had be
come too num erous th a t  the leading 
citizens decided society m ust be reor
ganized, and they w ent abo u t the  task  
methodically.

Among these "bad  m en,” the  nam e 
of Domingo J  uarez led a ll the rest, and 
it was decided by those hav ing  au
thority in the m a tte r  th a t  Ju a rez  m ust 
“go,” preparato ry  to  th e  estab lish m en t 
of an orderly com m unity.

When Ameda Torreon rode in to  
Manalillo th a t  afternoon  to  exchange 
a goat's fleece for a  m easure of m eal 
she learned th a t  m a tte rs  of g rave im
portance were afoot.

A good th ree  leagues from  M analillo 
was the ranch w here V icentioT orreon, 
her father, herded a  few  goats aud 
basked in the sun all day, ask in g  l i t t le  
in life except to  be le f t  alone.

The n ig h t w as still as i t  w as w hite , 
except for the far-yelp ing  of a coyote 
or the hoot o t an owl.

After a tim e th e  sound of d is ta n t 
hoofbeats was added these. A 
horseman drew  in sigh t, silhouetted  
against the c lear sky, rode up  to  them  
at an easy lope and halted  in  fro n t of 
the h u t

“You are g la d  to  see m e,” said the 
rider, sarcastically , as n e ith e r  th e  m an 
nor the g irl stirred ; “ i t  is w orth  r id ing  

‘far for such welcom e.”
“We are tire d ,” answ ered  A rm eda 

indifferently.
“Yes, Domingo, we do som eth ing  

besides play, we,” g ru n ted  Torreon.
The horsem an flung him self dow n 

beside the girl. “T ell me,” he said. 
“We have lost the  new  g o a ts .”
“The ones you had from  the  E ng 

lishman?-’
^Torreon chuckled a  s ilen t assent,

, remembering how they  h ad  g o tten  
them.

“Did he come for them ?” asked Do
mingo.

“Bah, no! He has n o t th a t  courage. 
They have strayed aw ay, up  th e  ar- 
royo.”

“They will come back.”
“Yes, when the  w olves have e a ten  

them.”
They were s ilen t for a  little . T hen 

the man said, ten ta tiv e ly :
“You followed them ?”
“Yes, un til 1 could go no fu rth e r .” 
Domingo rose and  stood looking 

aeross the plain.
“The arroyo is a cursed place,” he 

■aid.
Then he pu t his hand  upon h ishorse . 

“Juan is sure of foot. Yes, I could 
bring them back. B u t I m ust n o t be 
in M analillo to -n igh t."

His manner was irresolute, and he 
kept his face from  the girl as he spoke. 
jAnned* turned her eyes upop him
IfHfc v04

“ Don’t  le t your poor goats in te rfe re  
w ith  your p leasures.” she said, “doubt
less some one w ill m iss you if you are  
no t th ere .”

“ The devil, no! You know  it  is no t 
th a t, Armeda. B ut there  will be some 
good play to -n igh t.”

“Oli! very well. I sha ll go for the 
g oats again , w hen I have rested .” 

"W hat? Up the  arroyo? T o-night? 
T hat is nonsense. See here—I w ill go 
if you w ill prom ise me—”

“ I will no t promise. I f  you canno t 
do th is  fo r me—”

“1 b u t jes ted ,” he said quickly. “ I 
shall go and find your goats .”

n e  tu rned  and  rode away. And Ar
m eda stood and w atched u n til he was 
well ou t of s ig h t and hearing. Then 
she weDt, into the  b it of chappara l and 
re tu rned , driv ing  before her a dozen 
fine ‘A ngora goats, whose long silken  
coats showed, even in the  m oonlight, 
the  pu rity  of th e ir  breeding.

“ If  he rides t i l l  he finds them  he will 
n o t be Tn M analillo th is  n ig h t,” she 
said, contentedly , to  herself, as she 
fastened  the  flock securely in the  ia- 
closure.

I t  w anted  y e t tw o hours of daw n 
w hen Armeda, ly ing  aw ake w ith  some 
unform ed fear upon her heart, heard 
again  the  sound of approaching hoofs. 
She arose, drew  a b lan k e t hastily  
abou t her and  went, outside the  hut. 
In  an in s ta n t Domingo w as by her 
side and leaned from  h is saddle and 
whispered:

“Get my pistols, quick! The reg u 
la to rs are behind, and I have b u t one.” 

N ot pausing  to  question, she w ent 
iaside, pu t on some c lo th ing  sw iftly , 
came ou t and ran  to  the  corral, w here 
she saddled and m ounted her fa th e r’s 
horse. Then she w heeled to the side 
of Domingo, handed him a pistol and 
placed two in her own belt. Domingo 
laid  h is hand on her arm.

“ Have you though t?” he asked.
“Yes,” was the lin n  reply.
“ If  you go w ith me now you can n o t 

re tu rn .”
“ 1 know .”
“ I t  w ill be a race for life.”
“ Y'es, yes,” she said, im patiently ; 

‘le t us be gone.”
Ju s t  th en  the goats, a ru rm d  by the  

unusual s tir  a t  so early  an  hour, began 
to move restlessly. T h is seemed to re 
m ind Domingo of som ething. He spoke 
hesita ting ly .

“ Armeda, I  did n o t go a f te r  the 
goats. ”

“ I know. I t  does no t m atter. They 
w ere not lost. Yon have been to'M an- 
alillo. I tr ied  to keep you aw ay .” 

“They w ere n e t lost? Good! We are 
quits, th en .”

W ith th is  the outlaw  ben t tow ard  
h is companion and drew  her tow ard 
him  and kissed her on the  lips. Then 
they se ttled  them selves w ell in th e ir  
saddles, laid  the  reins loosely on the 
necks of th e ir horses and rode tow ard 
the  com ing dawn.

For a  long tim e they rode silently , 
neck and neck. W hen the  red streak s 
of the  approach ing  day began to  show 
across th e  bare, brow n plain  th e  g irl 
looked abou t her and shuddered. 
Domingo saw and spoke:

“ I t  is the only chance. They dare 
no t follow here .”

“ I t ’s th e  M alpais; th e  Evil P lace.” 
she said.

T hen they  rode forw ard  stead ily  and 
calm ly in to  th e  b lack  horror.

“ He is a long  w ay off,” said the 
lead er of the  regu la to rs , h a ltin g  and 
w atch ing  the  nn ig  specks ahead of 
him; “one canno t tell here how far. 
D istance ch ea ts  the  eye—it lies to 
one.”

lie  shaded h is eyes w ith  h is hand , 
and looked a long tim e tow ard  the 
east, and again  to  the  w est, from  which 
th ey  had come.

“ We w ill go back ,” he said, a f te r  a 
l ittle ; “ I am  asham ed to  give up, bu t 
i t  is ju s t  as w ell—ne is safe—I m ake 
no d o u b t of th a t .”

He nodded m eaning ly  in  the d irec
tion of the  riders. “ J u s t  as sa fe ,” he 
added, “as though  we had a rope 
around  liis neck .”

“ B ut the  girl?"’ asked one of the  
band.

The lead er only shrugged  liis shoul
ders in  answ er and  se t h is face to  the 
west.

W hen th e  fugitives, looking back, 
conld sae th e ir  pu rsuers no longer, 
they  re sted  a  little . Dom ingo un 
slung  th e  lea th e rn  w ater-bo ttle  from 
h is shoulder, w hich had n o t been 
touched n n til now, and  gave Arm eda a 
drink.

Then he m ade a  m otion as if sw al
low ing some him self, and poured  a  l i t 
tle  of the  w a te r  in to  the  palm  of his 
hand  and  m oistened th e  m ouths of the 
horses w ith  it.

T he m idday sun rose liigh  overhead, 
and  as they  rode on th rough  the  long 
a fternoon , ou th rough  the  scorching 
desert, on th rough  the  te rrib le  M al
pais, i t  b e a t down upon them  m erci
lessly.

The wind th a t  eam e across the 
d reary  w aste was blow n s tra ig h t from  
a  fiery furnace. The a ir  shim m ered i 
w ith  hea t, and th e  b r ig h t m eta llic  
g l i t te r  upon the  polished lava burned  
upon th e ir  eyeballs and  m ade them  
reel, sick w ith  a  dizzy fain tness.

Once Arm eda sw erved from  her sad 
d le  and w ould have fallen , b u t w as 
stayed by h e r  com panion’s hand. He 
gave her more w a te r  to  drink.

And w hen th e  m oon cam e up again  
th ey  y e t rode—rid in g  fo r life. They 
rode now  from  som eth ing  more te r r i 
ble th an  th e  regu lars . B ut th ey  rode 
■Jow ly, u n ce rta in ly , and th e  m iles
»trfftM lee?«? ftod longer; lb« wa

te r  was a ll gone no.v, and th e ir  m ouths 
became dry and parched and cracked, 
so th a t  they  could no t ta lk .

B ut the ou tlaw  touched the g irl 
g en tly  now and then , and she an 
sw ered him  w ith  a  look of suprem e 
content. She w as w illing to accept 
th a t which the sa in ts  should will.

F inally  her horse stum bled and fell, 
and could no t rise again. Domingo 
cadg lit her in his arms.

“ Leave me, and ride ,” she whispered. 
B ut he only raised her to his own 

saddle, and the good Ju a n  bore them  
both forw ard.

A t la s t he, too, fell. T hen Domingo 
laid the  g irl on  the ground, and, 
kneeling  beside his horse, called him 
by every endearing  nam e, conjured 
him by ail the dear sa in ts  to rise and 
carry  them  ou t of the black horror— 
ou t from  th a t cursed place th a t  had 
been nam ed for the fa th e r  of a ll evil— 
the Evil place.

B ut the M alpais only clu tched th e ir 
lives the more.

lie  rose aud lifted  the g irl in his 
arm s aud made forw ard  as best he 
could. W eakly, blindly, s taggering  
and som etim es falling , b u t alw ays for
w ard, w ith  a s tren g th  born of despair.

“ Leave me,” the  g irl w h spered 
again , “and save yourse lf.”

B ut Domingo knew  the aw ful jou r
ney was alm ost done. Before him, in 
the w hite m oonlight, a m ountain  peak 
loomed dimly. How fa r  i t  was he 
could no t tell, b u t som ewhere betw een 
him aud it  was water.

If he could only keep on a l i ttle  longer 
they  would be saved.

B ut even in the  m oonlight there  
does d istance ch ea t tue  eye—does it  
still lie to one. W henever he raised 

t his head and looked across the  plain 
! to the m ountain  i t  seemed so fa r  off, 
so u n a tta in ab le , th a t  his h e a r t sank.

Still he stru g g led  on th rough  the 
long n igh t. B ut ju s t before day broke 
he fall cud  lay o u tstre tch ed  beside his 
burden on the  b lack  lava.

And th en  the  se n  came up aud beat 
upon them , and they died.

And old T orreon horded the goats 
th a t  lie had sto len  from  th e  E nglish 
m an, and looked ever aw ay curiously 
tow ards the east. And the  adobe 
v'Uts of M au ilillo  knew  again  the 
qu ie t of a liun Ired y ea rs—and the 
M alpais lay and g listened  in the sun— 
ever the Evil Flaue.—Boston Globe.

E A R N E S T  M U S I C I A N S .

T h ey  H a il T h e ir  O w n  I d e a s  A b o u t th e  
K eu d itio n  o f  i ’iscos-

Dr. S tephen Elvey, w ho did so much 
to  ren d er tiie ch an tin g  of th e  Psalm s 
in te llig ib le  in  th e  church  service by 
‘ p o in tin g ’’ them , w as absorbed in h is 
subject. l i is  pockets w ere filled w ith  
b its  of paper b earing  verses from  the 
Psalm s in d ifferen t form s and  w ith 
d ifferen t read ings, and  these he used 
to  cliseuss w ith  anyone likely t  » be in
te re s ted  or to afford him  help.

One sum m er he paid a v isit to  W ind
sor, and a friend of his says th a t  he 
can rem em ber Dr. Elvey’s p a llin g  up 
suddenly in one of the s tree ts  of the  
town, and to the  as to n ish m en t of the 
passers-by ask ing  him, in an y th ing  
but a  w hisper:

“ W hat is a m n n p e a e e f"

“ I don’t know .”
“N eith er do I; b u t when chan ted  the 

e rro r of p u ttin g  the  accent in man. in 
stead  ot peace, is a lm ost universal, and 
is an  in stance  of the nonsense made 
of S crip ture th ro u g h  careless read ing  
and ind ifferen t punctuation !”

The verse to which he had reference 
runs: “Keep iunocency, aud tak e  heed 
unto  the  th in g  th a t  is rig h t, for th a t  
shall b ring  a  m an peace a t  the la s t.” 

Once, when Sir George E lvey was 
conducting  a rehearsa l of the “ Mes
siah ,” one of the singei\s finished her 
solo w ith  an  elabora te  cadenza. Sir 
George w aited  u n til  th e  end, and then  
asked:

“ W hat’s that? D on't you th in k  if 
H andel had  w anted  th a t  he would 
have w ritten  i t? ”

“Oh,” said the lady, “ we alw ays do 
it th a t  w ay in London.”

“ Never m ind,” said he. “ H ere H an
del sha ll have i t  in his way, so please 
sing  it  as i t  is w ritte n .”—Y outh’s Com- 
nanion.

“TOMB AND TEMPLE.”

Rev. Dr. Talm age Talks on the  
M ausoleum  o f  Taj Mahal,

T h e M ost B e a u t i fu l  W ork  o f  A rt In th e
W o rld , W h e r e  R e p o se  th e  R e m a in s  

o f  Q u een  M o n ta z —S h a h  J e -  
h a n ’s B la e k  T om b .

The follow ing discourse, iD con tinua
tion of his ’Round th e  W orld series, 
is given ou t by Rev. T. D eW itt Tal- 
mage for pub lication  th is week. “Tomb 
and Tem ple” is its  subject, being based 
on the  tex t:

From India even unto Ethiopia.—Esther J..1.

! chisel cu t its  first curve, or p a in ter’s 
pencil traced  its first figure, or m a
son's plum b-line m easured its  first 
w all, or a rch itec t’s compass sw ept its  
first circle.

The T aj has sixteen g re a t arched 
windows, four a t  each corner. Also a t  
each of the four corners of th e  Taj 
s tands a  m inare t one hundred, and 
th irty-seven feet high. Also a t  each 
side of th is  build ing  is a  splendid 
mosaue of red sandstone. Tw o h u n 
dred and fifty years has the  Taj stood, 
and y e t no t a  w all is cracked, nor a 
mosaic loosened, nor an  arch  sagged, 
nor a panel dulled. The storm s of 
tw o hundred and fifty w in ters have 
no t m arred, nor the  hea ts  of tw o h u n 
dred and fifty sum m ers d isin tegra ted  
a m arble. T here is no sto ry  of 
age w ritte n  by mosses on its  
w hite surface. Montaz, th e  queen

In  a journey around the  world it
may no t be easy to  te ll the  exact po in t _____ _______ _______  ̂ __  _____ _
w hich divides the  p ilgrim age in to  j ^ â é  beau tifu l, and  Shah Jeh an , thé

In iin U o  S a ü s fa c t io n .

Biquon, th e  P aris res ta u ra te u r , ac
quired a large fo rtune , an d  h is wife 
carried  on tiie business a f te r  h is death . 
I t  is of th is  tim e th a t  the  sto ry  is told 
of a poor jo u rn a lis t who w as seen in 
the  re s ta u ra n t ea tin g  a sm all p la te  of 
s traw b erries  a t  a  season w hen the  
f ru it  was so expensive as to be an  ex
tra v a g a n c e  even for the rich. An ac
q u a in tan ce  saw th e  w retched penny-a- 
lin e r  and sm iled significantly . “ Yes,” 
said th e  jo u rn a lis t, “ I know  I shall 
have to pay ten  fraucs for these, bu t 
the s igh t of th a t  woman a t  th e  coun
ter. who is w orth  tw o m illions, pick
ing over straw b erries  for me, who 
hasn’t  g o t th ree  louis in th e  world, 
gives me,such an  am ount of sa tisfac tion  
th a t  the berries are  w orth  it .-’—HaD 
Francisco A rgonaut.

A  Gooi rm b stitu te .

Nelson's a ttach m en t to  h is friends 
was as a rd e n t as h is courage. W hen 
he wns p resen ted  to  K ing George the 
T hird  a t  h is levee hi« m ajesty  con
g ra tu la ted  him ou his g re a t actions: 
a f te r  th is  cnlogium . he condoled w ith 
him  on the loss of h is arm. Nelson 
turned round to  Capt. B erry, who had 
been th e  com panion of m any of his 
exploits, and  in troduced  him  to  the  
k ing, w ith  th is  rem ark : “ My foss, I

halves. B ut there w as one s tru c tu re  
tow ard w hich we w ere a ll the  tim e 
traveling , and, hav ing  seen th a t, we 
felt th a t  if we saw  no th ing  more our 
expedition would be a success. T h a t 
one object was the  T aj M ahal of India.
I t is th e  crow n of th e  w hole earth . 
The sp irits  of a rch itec tu re  m et to 
enthrone a k ing, and th e  sp irit of 
the P arthenon  of A thens was there; 
ar.d the  sp ir it of St. Sophia of Con
stan tinop le w as there ; and the  sp irit 
of St. Izaak  of St. P e te rsb u rg  was 
there; aud the  sp irit of the  B aptis tery  
of Pisa was there; and  the  sp irits  of 
the G reat Pyram id, and of Luxor 
Obelisk, and of the  Porcelain Tow er of 
N ankin, and of St. M ark 's of Venice; 
anil the  sp irits  of a ll the  g re a t tow ers, 
g re a t cathedrals , g rea t mausoleums, 
g rea t sarcophagi, g re a t capitols for the  
living, and of g re a t necropolises for 
the dead, w ere there. And the  presid
ing genius of the  th ro n g  w ith  gavel of 
P arian  m arble sm ote the  tab le  of Rus
sian  m alachite, and called th e  th rong  
of sp irits  to  o rder and called for a  vote 
as to  w hich sp irit should w ear the 
chief crown, and  m ount th e  chief 
throne, and wave th e  chief scepter,and 
by unanim ous acclaim  the  cry was: 
“ Long live the  sp irit of th e  Taj, k ing  
of all th e  sp irits  of arch itectu re! Thine 
is th e  T aj M ahal of India!”

The b u ild ing  is ab o u t six  miles from 
Agra, and as we rode cu t in th e  early  
daw n we heard  no th in g  h u t the  hoofs 
and wheels th a t  pulled  and tu rn ed  us 
along the road, a t  every yard  of which 
our expecta tion  rose u n til we had  some 
th o u g h t th a t  we m ig h t be d isappoint
ed a t  the  first glim pse, as some say 
they w ere disappointed. B ut how can 
any one be disappointed w ith  the T aj is 
alm ost as g re a t a  w onder to  me as the 
Taj itself. There are  some people a l
ways disappointed, and who know s b u t 
th a t  hav ing  en tered  Heaven they  may 
criticise the  a rch itec tu re  of the tem 
ple, aud the  cu t of th e  w hite robes, and 
say th a t  tiie  River of life is no t quite  
up to  th e ir  expecta tions, and th a t  the  
w hite horses on w hich the  conquerors 
ride seem a l i t t le  sp ring -halt o r spav
ined?

“ My son said: “ There it is.” I said: 
“ W here?” F or th a t  which he saw  to 
be the  bu ild ing  seemed to me to  be 
more like the  m orning cloud b lushing 
under th e  s ta re  of th e  ris in g  sun. I t  
seemed no t so m uch b u ilt up  from 
earth  as le t down from heaven. For
tuna te ly , you stop  a t an elaborated  
gatew ay of red sandstone one-eiglith 
of a  mile from  the  Taj, an  en trance  so 
high, so arched, so graceful, so four- 
domed, so pain ted , and chiseled, and 
scrolled th a t  you come very g radually  
upon the  Taj, w hich stru c tu re  is 
enough to  in toxicate th e  eye, and 
stu n  th e  im agination , and en trance 
the  soul. We go up the  w ind
ing s ta irs  of th is  m ajestic en 
trance of the  gatew ay , and buy a  few 
pictures and exam ine a few curios, and 
from it  look off upon the  T aj, and de
scend to th e  pavem ent of th e  garden 
th a t  rap tu res  every th ing  betw een the  
gatew ay  and  th e  ecstasy of m arble and 
precious stones. You pass along a 
deep stream  of w ate r in which all 
m anner of b rillian t fins sw irl and float. 
T here are  eigh ty-four foun ta ins th a t  
spout and bend and  arch  them selves to 
fall in show ers of pearl in basins of 
snowy w hiteness. Beds of a ll im ag 
inable flora g ree t the  nostrils  before 
they  do the  eye, and seem to  ro ll in 
waves of color as you advance to 
w ards th e  vision you are  soon to 
have of w h at hum an  geniu* 
did w hen i t  did its  best; lefton 
flowers, lilacs, marigolds, tu lips, 
and alm ost everyw here the  lotus; 
th ick e ts  of bew ildering  bloom; on 
e ith e r  side trees from  m any lands bend 
th e ir arborescence over your head, or 
seem w ith convoluted branches to  reach 
ou t th e ir  arm s tow ards you in w el
come. On and on you go am id tam a
rind , and cypress, and poplar, and  ole
ander, and yew, and  sycam ore, and 
banyan, and palm , and trees of such 
novel b ranch  and  leaf and g ir th , you 
cease to  ask  th e ir  jiam e or na tiv ity . 
As you approach th e  door of th e  T aj 
one experiences a s tran g e  sensation  of 
awe, and tenderness, and  hum ility , and 
worship. T he bu ild ing  Î3 only a  grave, 
b u t w h at a grave! B u ilt for a  queen, 
who, according to  some, w as very 
good, and  according to  o thers w as 
very bad. I choose to  th in k  she 
w as very good. A t any  ra te , i t  
m akes me ’eel b e tte r  to  th in k  th a t  
th is  coin uei îorative pile was se t up  for 
th e  im m ortalization  of v irtue  ra th e r  
th a n  vice. The T aj is a m ountain  of 
w hite m arb .e, b u t never such w alls 
faced each o th er w ith  exquisiteness; 
never such a tom b w as c u t from  block 
of a labaster; never such a congrega
tion  of p rscL u s etaues, b righ tened  sndassure your m ajesty, is n o t so great as - -, , , ,  , • , . ,
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king , here proposed to  le t a ll the  cen
tu rie s  of tim e know  it. She was m ar
ried  a t  tw en ty  years of age and died a t 
tw enty-nine. Her life ended as an 
o th er life began; as th e  rose bloomed 
th e  rose bush perished. To adorn th is 
dorm itory  of the  dead, a t  the  command 
of the  k in g  B agdad sen t to  th is  build 
ing its  earnelian , and Ceylon Its lapis 
lazuli, and P u n jab  its  jasper, and  Per
sia its  am ethyst, and  T h ibe t its  tu r 
quoise, and L anka its  sapphire, and 
Yemen its  agate , and Punah  its  
diam onds; and  blood-stones, and sa r
donyx, and  chalcedony, and  moss 
ag a tes  are  as common as though  they  
w ere pebbles. You find one spray of 
vine beset w ith  eigh ty , and  ano ther 
w ith  one hundred stones. T w enty 
thousand m en w ere tw en ty  years in 
build ing  it, and, a lthough  the  labor 
was slave labor, and  no t paid for, the 
build ing  cost w h a t would be about 
s ix ty  m illion dollars of our American 
money. Some of the  jew els have been 
picked o u t of th e  w alls by icono
clasts o r conquerors, and  substi 
tu te s  of less value have taken  
th e ir  places, b u t the  vines, the  
traceries, the  arabesques, th e  span
drels, th e  en tab la tu re s are  so won
drous th a t  you feel like d a tin g  the 
re st of your life from  th e  day you first 
saw  them . In  le tte rs  of b lack  m arble 
the whole of th e  K oran is spelled ou t 
in and on th is  au g u st pile. T he k ing  
sleeps in the  tom b beside the  queen, 
a lthough  he in tended to  build  a  pal
ace as b lack  as th is  w as w hite  on the 
opposite side of the river for him self 
to sleep in. Indeed, th e  foundation 
of such a  necropolis of black m arble 
is s till there , aud  from  th e  w hite to 
the  b laek tem ple of th e  dead a  bridge 
w as to  cross; b u t the  son dethroned 
him  and im prisoned him, and it  is w on
derfu l th a t  the k in g  had any  place a t 
a ll in which to  be buried. In s tead  of 
w indows to  le t in th e  lig h t upon the 
tw o tombs, there  is a  tre llis  w ork  of 
m arble, m arble c u t so delicately  th in  
th a t  the  sun shines th rough  it as easily 
as th rough  glass. Look the world over 
and find so m uch translucency; cano
pies, traceries, lace w ork, em broideries 
of stone.

B ut I th o u g h t w hile looking a t  th a t 
palace for the  dead, a ll th is  construct
ed to eover a handfu l of dust, bu t even 
th a t  handful has probably gone from 
th e  mausoleum. How much b e tte r  it 
would have been to  expend six ty  m il
lion dollars, which the  Taj M ahal cost, 
for the  living. W hat asylum s i t  m ight 
build  for the  sick, w h a t houses for the 
homeless! W hat im provem ent our cen
tu ry  has made upon o th er centuries in 
liftin g  in honor of the  departed  me
m orial churches, m em orial hospitals 
m em orial read ing  rooms, memorial 
observatories. By a ll possible m eans 
le t us keep the  memory of departed  
loved ones fresh  in rnind, and le t there  
be an appropria te  headstone or m onu
m ent in th e  cem etery, b u t there  is a 
dividing line betw een reasonable com 
m em oration and wicked extravagance. 
T he T aj M ahal has its  uses as arch i
tec tu ra l achievem ent, eclipsing all 
o th er a rch itec tu re , b u t as a  memorial 
of a  departed  wife and  m other 
it expresses no more th a n  th e  p la in 
est slab  in m any a  country  grave
yard. The best m onum ent we can 
any of us have b u ilt for us w hen we 
are gone is in th e  memory of those 
whose sorrow s we have alleviated, in 
the  wounds we have healed, in the 
kindnesses we have done, in the igno
rance we have enligh tened , in th e  re 
crean t we have reclaim ed, in the  souls 
we have saved! Such a m onum ent is 
b u ilt ou t of m ateria l more las tin g  th an  
m arble or bronze, and  w ill stand  amid 
th e  e te rn a l splendors long a f te r  the  
T a j Malial of Ind ia  shall have gone 
down in the  ru ins of a  world of which 
it  w as th e  costliest adornm ent. B ut I 
prom ised to  show you no t only a  tom b 
of India, bu t a  unique heathen  tem ple, 
and it is a tem ple underground.

And now we come near th e  fam ous 
tem ple hew n from  one reck  of porphy
ry  a t lea s t e ig h t hundred years ago. 
On e ith er side of th e  chief tem ple is a 
chapel, these cu t o u t of the same stone. 
So v ast was th e  u ndertak ing , and to 
th e  Hindoo was so g re a t th e  hum an 
im possibility th a t they  say th e  gods 
scooped o u t th e  s tru c tu re  from  the  
rock, and carved the  p illars, and hewed 
its  shape in to  g igan tic  idols, and  dedi
cated  i t  to  a ll th e  g randeurs. 
We clim b m any stone steps be
fore we g e t to  th e  gatew ay . T he en 
trance  to  th is  tem ple ha scu lp tured  
doorkeepers lean in g  on scu lp tured  
devils. How strange! B ut I  have seen 
doorkeepers of churches and  aud i
to rium s who seemed to  be lean in g  on 
th e  demons of bad v en tila tio n  and as
phyxia. D oorkeepers ou g h t to  be 
leaning cn  the aggel of health, ^(id

jan ito rs  of th e  e a r th  who have spoiled 
serm ons and lectures, and poisoned the  
lungs of audiences by  inefficiency 
oug h t to  v isit th is  cave of E lap h an ta  
and bew are of w hat these doorkeepers 
are doing, w hen instead  of lean in g  on 
th e  angelic they  lean  on th e  demoniac.

In  these E lephan ta  caves every th ing  
is on a  Sam sonian and T ita n ia n  scale. 
W ith chisels th a t  w ere dropped from 
nerveless hands a t  leas t e ig h t cen tu 
ries ago, th e  forms of th e  gods Brahm a, 
and V ishnu, and Siva were cu t in to  
th e  everlasting  rock. Siva is here rep 
resented  by a  figure sixteen feet n ine 
inches high, one-half m an and one- 
h a lf  woman. Run a  line from  th e  
cen ter of the  forehead s tra ig h t 
to  the  floor of th e  rock, and you 
divide th is  idol in to  m asculine and  
feminine. Admired as th e  idol is by 
m any, i t  w as to  me abo u t th e  w orst 
th in g  th a t  w as ever cu t in to  porphyry, 
perhaps because there  is hard ly  any 
th in g  on e a rth  so objectionable as a 
being h a lf m an and h a lf woman. Do 
be one or the  o ther, my hearer. Man 
is adm irable, and  woman is adm irable, 
b u t e ith e r  in flesh or tra p  rock a  com
promise of th e  tw o is hideous. Save 
us from  effem inate men and m asculine 
women.

T h a t evening of our re tu rn  to  Bom
bay I visited th e  Young Men’s Chris
tian  association w ith  th e  same ap 
po intm ents th a t  you find in th e  Young 
Men’s C hristian association of Europe 
and  America, and the  n ig h t a f te r  th a t  
I  addressed a  th ro n g  of native children 
who are in  the  schools of the  C hristian 
missions. C hristian universities g a th e r  
under th e ir  w ing of benediction  a  h o it  
of th e  young men of th is  country  
Bombay and C alcutta , th e  tw o g re a t 
commercial cities of India, feel th e  
elevating  power of an  aggressive 
C hristianity . Episcopalian litu rg y  
and P resby terian  W estm inster cate
chism, and M ethodist anxious seat, 
and B aptist w aters of consecration 
now stand  w here once basest idola
tries had  undisputed  sw ay. The 
work which Shoem aker Carey in 
augura ted  a t  Serampore, India, 
tran s la tin g  th e  Bible in to  fo rty  
d ifferent dialects, and  leaving his 
worn-out body am id th e  natives whom 
he had come to  save, and going np  in to  
the  heavens from  w hich he can be tte r 
w atch  all the  field—th a t  w ork w ill be 
com pleted in th e  salvation  of th e  
m illions of Ind ia; and  beside him, gaz
ing from  th e  same h igh  places, stand  
Bishop Heber, and A lexander Duff, 
and Jo h n  Scudder. and  Mackay, who 
fell a t  Delhi, and Moncrieff,who fell a t  
Cawnpore, and Poleham pton, who fell 
a t  Lucknow, and Freem an, w ho fell a t  
F u tty g h u r, and a ll th e  heroes and he
roines who, for C hrist’s sake, lived and 
died for the  Christianization of India; 
and th e ir Heaven w ill no t be com plete 
u n til the Ganges th a t  w ashes th e  G hats 
of heathen  tem ples shall roll betw een 
churches of the  liv ing  God, and 
the tram pled  womanhood of Hindoo- 
ism sha ll have a ll th e  r ig h ts  pur
chased by him  who am id the cu ts and 
s tab s of h is own assassination cried 
out: “ Behold th y  m other!” and  from
Bengal bay to  A rabian ocean, and from 
the H im alayas to  th e  coast of Coro
m andel there be lifted  hosannas to  Him 
who «died to  redeem a ll nations. In  
th a t  day  E lephan ta  cave will be one of 
th e  places w here idols are “cast 
to the  moles and ba ts .” If  any 
clergym an asks me, as an  unbe
lieving m in ister of relig ion  once 
asked th e  duke of W ellington, 
“ Do you no t th in k  th a t  the  w ork  of 
converting  th e  Hindoos is a ll a  prac
tica l farce?” I answ er him  as W elling
ton  answ ered th e  unbelieving m inis
te r: “ Look to  your m arch ing  orders,
air!” Or if any one hav ing  joined in 
the  gospel a tta c k  feels like re trea tin g ,
I say to  him, as Gen. Havelock said  to 
a re tre a tin g  regim ent: “The enem y
are in fron t, no t in th e  re a r ,” and 
leading them  again  in to  th e  fight, 
though  tw o horses had  been sho t u n 
der him.

Indeed, th e  ta k in g  of th is  w orld  for 
C h r is t  w ill be no holiday celebration, 
b u t as trem endous as w hen in  Ind ia  
du rin g  the  m utiny  of 1857, a  fo rtress 
m anned by Sepoys w as to  be cap tu red  
by Sir Colin Campbell and th e  arm y 
of B ritain . T he Sepoys h u rled  u n 
der th e  approaching colum s b u rn 
ing m issiles and  grenades, and  fired 
on them  sho t and shell, and poured on 
them  from  th e  ram p arts  b u rn in g  oil, 
un til, a  w rite r  who w itnessed i t  says: 
“ I t  w as a  p icture  of pandem onium .” 
T hen Sir Colin addressed h is troops, 
saying: “ Remember th e  women
and  children  m ust be rescued!” 
and h is men replied: “Ay! Ay! Sir
Colin! We stood by you a t B alaklava, 
and will stan d  by you here .” And 
th en  came th e  trium phal a ssau lt of 
th e  battlem ents . So is th e  gospel cam 
paign w hich proposes cap tu rin g  the 
very la s t c itadel qd idp latry  and sin, 
and ho isting  over i t  th e  banner 
of th e  Cross, we m ay have h u rled  upon 
us m igh ty  opposition and scorn and 
obloquy, and  m any m ay fa ll before the  
w ork  is done, y e t a t  every call fo r new 
onset le t  th e  cry of th e  church  be, 
“Ay! Ay! G reat C aptain of o u rs ilv a -  
tion ; we stood by theo in o th er conflicts, 
and wc w ill stan d  by thee  to  the 
las t!” And then , if n o t in  th is  world, 
then  from  th e  b a ttlem en ts  of th e  nex t, 
as the  la s t Appolyonic fo rtification  
sha ll crash  in to  ru in , we w ill jo in  in  the 
shoot: "T h an k s be u n to  God w ho giv- 
e th  us th e  victory!” “ H allelujah! fo r the 
Lord God O m nipotent reigneth!”

—Buskins were high boots, made of 
velvet or other cloth, and worn by la-

___  _ _ i dies, and by ecclesiastics when ceM
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